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how very little there is left of me 


Author's Notes: 
This story is non-linear but primarily takes place in 1196-7; the product of me thinking about how both the 
song and the video for "The Perfect Drug" is really a deathwish of sorts, and of course it's easy to imagine 


such nightly sojourns to Lafayette Cemetery No |. 


"What do you know about the Gothic?" Mark asked him. 


Trent furrowed his brow. He didn't think the other would make fun of him but it seemed one of those open- 


ended questions designed to trip a person up. 
"Uh..! guess it depends. You mean, like, Poe?" 


His director shook his head with a bemused smile. "| get why people say that, but no, not Poe. | mean that 


sense of emotional enormity, when you encounter something larger than your ability to define it" 


Trent tried to remember if he had learned anything like that during his year at Allegheny. If he had, it was 


beyond his abilities to recall 

"Then no, | guess | don't.” 

But there was something about the statement itself which echoed in him, cold and hollow. 

What is death? Death is the undiscovered country, where all disappear into the ineffable. 

"| bet you'd recognize it, though, as a feeling" 

"So why -" 

Mark leaned back in his chair, doodled on the piece of paper in front of him with an expensive pen. 
"When | heard the song, suddenly there was this vision of something impossibly decadent. Like an opium den 
Its a metaphor, though." 

"Sure, but there is a way to reference it even so. Deepen the metaphor." 

"So you want to do a story type of video?" 


Trent pushed against such an easy obvious kind of approach. The reason he loved Mark's work had to do with 


his complex visual language. How what you saw wasn't always what it meant. 


"No, not exactly. It has to be a feeling, it has to be a mood. The percussion, its so visceral, its conflicted. 


There's tension, and then you release it." 


Trent smirked. "| remember a piano teacher telling me that progression always has to resolve. So, like, | just 


made the bottom drop out of that sequence, | guess you could say." 


"| want to make a piece that is like stepping into a painting, or a photograph, and we see all of the life behind 
it" 


Trent nodded. He found that an interesting consideration. His thought regarding photographs of himself was 
always about what you couldnt see. What might have happened before, or after, that particular moment in 
time. 


"A world known only to those who exist in it." 


Trent smirked again. He thought about burials. 


He knew a way to sneak into Lafayette Cemetery after dark. It wasn't really a secret, lots of people did it. 
When they worked on Antichrist they were doing it just about every night, once they had called time on 
whatever session was happening. An easy walk from the studio. It felt like going from the bottom of the ocean 
to the surface of the Moon The humidity alone was enough to snap you back to some sense of reality. 


Was there anything really romantic about death? All he could think about was silence, that there was some 


kind of silence he wanted to experience and maybe the only way he could achieve it was to die. 
But he was afraid. 


And being around all this chaos, this posturing and stupid silliness, it made him forget about being afraid. That 


is, until his dreams reminded him once again, unless he managed to pummel them into narcotic submission 


Trent stood in one of the rows, looking at a tomb, not really seeing it, but thinking about how good it must feel 
not to feel anything, anymore. 


"Reznor," Brian called out to him from three rows away. Someone shushed him to which he drawled, "Fuck off" 
No one is really listening to you, you know. They just say they do. 


There it was again, that fucking voice of his self-loathing, the thing which chewed at him from the inside, 
feasting on all his insecurity. 


He walked down the row, feeling the uneven paving under his feet, the grass, marveling at what must lay so 


far below. 
You turn fo dust, but youre still there, in the dirt. Way way down. Worm shit, but the worms are there Too. 
He caught up with the others, staring at a particularly ornate monument. 


"You think this fucker owned anything this fancy when he was alive?" Brian asked, gesturing with those long 
arms towards the concrete stained with mold. 


Trent smirked and shook his head. "Some people just can't wait to have the last fucking word" 


Its a metaphor. 
(Oh you fucking lowlife shitty liar) 


He looked through the book Mark had brought him, The Gashlycrumb Tins. The scenario had evolved into a 


somewhat more literal rendering of the Gothic sensibility, but Mark had wanted the main artistic quotations to 
be of Edward Gorey's work. 


"Full of dread, and hermetic." 
"And what does that mean?" 
"Hermetic? Totally closed-off. Like a hermit” 


"| can relate," Trent replied, deadpan but also fully meaning it. 


"Are you ready for the vocal?" Alan asked him over the talkback. Alan and Rave stared at him expectantly 
through the glass while he tried to make his face completely blank. The clock was ticking and he knew it, he 
fucking knew it and he wouldn't fuck this up if he could help it. But putting the track together had taken up so 
much of that already scant time. 

Its a metaphor. 

(But someone, someone will know exactly what you mean. Someone will know just how weak you are, 

"Can someone turn out the lights in here, please?" 


He could be so polite when he tried. Even though at this moment he was choking on his own fear. 


His journal lay on a nearby chair, but he didn't need it. Didn't need to see it. He put the cans over his ears and 
adjusted the mic. 


"Do you want the click too, or just -" 
"Just give me the rough mix, that's fine." 


Alan called out the take and Trent closed his eyes, ready to confess to the darkness in his mind, spreading 


outward, eating the world. 


The more | give to you, the more | de. 


A year later, when the bottom had truly dropped out of everything, and he was completely alone on a cliffside, 


at the edge of an alien shore, having to attempt to admit how long and how often he had lied to himself, he 
thought of standing at that marker, Clara's name on it so small, and she was waiting for Bill, but otherwise all 


the pain was over. 
Take me..with you 


Such a modest monument to a life, as if to say now that she was gone, the world could go on, would go on, 


without her. But how? he wanted to know. 


"I'm afraid," Trent whispered to her. It was his conceit that she was listening to him, always. "I'm afraid this is 


all there is, and there's no way to stop it. But that can't be true, can it?" 

There had been a storm that week and the air was still heavy, the clouds like bruises in the sky, the grass 
damp, drops glittering on the new marker, one side blank. He looked out across the cemetery and there was 
nothing but silence, despite all the sounds of the day itself. 

"I'm afraid that | hate myself" His voice cracked, despite how faint the whisper was. 


He was reminded of how he'd had to pantomime sorrow, and regret, and guilt. 


"Give me ennui!" Mark had commanded, equal parts sardonic and serious, and Trent had tried to imagine himself 
as tragic a figure as he didn't want to admit he might be. 


(Later, he loathed the sight of himself in that video. So ridiculous and yet so many people had adored seeing 
him looking exactly the way they thought he should be. The way they romanticized him as a persona of 
suffering) 


And now, now that sorrow really had come..why couldn't it be utterly annihilating? It was unfair to expect 


people to live through tragedy when all they wanted was the same peace granted to those torn from their 


lives. 


Trent was the last to leave, following along in the others‘ stumbling wake, laughing in the graveyard because 


that's what you did - you laughed at death even as you walked past eternal reminders of the end of all things. 


But he didn't want to laugh. He stopped to look at an angel and her weathered face told him all about entropy 
and how it was laughing at him instead. 


A line came to him, just then, he hoped he would remember it when he got back to the studio. Something 
about how the perfect substance would be something which could make it all stop. 


He looked back into the silence. But of course it took no notice of him at all. 


